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DEDICATION 



This book is dedicated to my Poppy Pat, 
His influence in my life has been a very 
important part of my growth and maturity. 
Although he has gone on ahead to be with 
our Father in our Heavenly home, the 
things that he has taught me, both by word 
and example, will help me to keep the hats 
that 1 wear daily on straight. 



Hartley Patterson 
1901-1986 
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WHICH HAT SHALL 
I WEAR TODAY? 



You can often tell a person's job, 
By the kind of hat he wears. 

You know at once when you see it, 
Without questions or long stares. 

But all of us have different jobs, 
That we must do each day, 

And the hats we wear are varied, 
As we go along life's way. 

We may begin the morning, 

As a soldier awakening troops, 

And then progress as the day goes by, 
To a nurse or a cook making soup. 

This booklet is written for all of you 
With many a hat to wear. 

May it bring hours of happiness, 
And help erase your care. 



AN ARMY BUGLER'S HAT 



I wear this hat most mornings. 

Around the hour of six, 
Wake up, wake up, you sleepy heads, 

I've breakfast and lunches to fix. 

I call again at six-o-five, 

A little more disturbed. 
They hardly seem to be alive. 

My impatience must be curbed. 

I try again at six fifteen, 

I think they've finally moved* 

With any luck they'll make it up 
And get things in the groove. 

WeVe made it to the table, 
With a minimum of trouble, 

And everybody promises, 

Tomorrow, up on the double. 



TEACHER 



A, B, C, D, E, F, a. 

Learn to multiply by three. 
Learn the continents and seas. 

What makes nuts turn into trees? 

Mom, I can't divide by seven* 

I gave my pencils all to Kevin. 
Will four go into thirteen even? 

What must I do to get to heaven? 

The questions start in early years. 

Some make us laugh and some cause tears. 
But, if well help our little dears, 

We'll answer them and erase their fears. 

The day will come when questions stop, 
For they believe that they're on top. 

So I answer them now with truth and love, 
To guide them to a home above. 



MRS. FIX-IT 



I really need that shelf up, 

And my husband is so busy; 

I hate to have to ask him, 

When his day, I'm sure, was dizzy. 

So, I'll just do it myself, 

And give him a surprise. 
I grab his tools and get to work, 

Even measure it for size. 

I cut and drill and pound and saw, 

And finally it's ready, 
To put up on the brackets, 

That are very sure and steady. 

He's home at last. I'm very proud. 

"Did you put it in a stud", 
I look at him and hang my head. 

Just then, we hear a thud. 



CHAUFFEUR OF THE YEAR 



Does everyone have all his books? 

Is your lunch money in your pocket? 
Do you have your gloves and coats and hats? 

It feels like a count down for a rocket. 

I have my list of all the stops 

That I must make today, 
The school, the bank, the laundra-mat, 

And fifteen others on the way. 

Dad forgot to take his case. 

Johnny has practice at three. 
They're in the car. We're on our way. 

Oh no, I've lost my keys! 



SEAMSTRESS 



I just got back from over town, 
To shop for Susie's clothes. 

They all had tags with prices, 
That curled my tifed toes. 

I'll make them all, from dress to slacks, 

So to the store we run, 
To buy up cloth and patterns, 

And get ready for some fun. 

There seem to be a thousand books 
To look through and to scour, 

And picking out the fabric, 

Takes at least another hour. 

We get home, I jump right in 
With scissors, pins and tape, 

To make the perfect wardrobe, 

At which Susie's friends will gape. 

I sew for days, it never ends, 

Night runs into day. 
I've learned one special lesson, 

Next time, use lay-away* 




I 



SHORT ORDER COOK 



Mary wants a boiled egg, 

That's soft right in the middle. 

Johnny wants a bowl of flakes, 

The kind that comes with riddles. 

Dad will have a piece of toast, 
With eggs along the side. 

Rover wants his Puppy Chow, 
And a doggy bone to hide. 

Along with this, there are lunches 

In brown bags to tote. 
Tomorrow, it's oats for everyone, 

Or to McDonald's they can go. 



DAUGHTER 



Among the hats I always wear, 

Is the one that's labeled daughter. 

it was given me some time ago, 
By my loving Dad and Mother. 

They cared for me. they scolded me, 
And watched from day to day t 

As I grew into a woman, 
And went upon life's way. 

IVe now a home to call my own, 
My children number three. 

IVe a loving, caring, husband, 
I'm quite grown up, you see. 

But, I'll never be so grown up, 
Or so sure of life and self, 

That I'll take off my daughter hat, 
And put it on the shelf. 

For these two souls have guided me, 

For many, many years. 
TheyVe seen me through the laughter, 

And held me through the tears. 

Sometimes I feel they know me well, 

Much better than I do f 
And can help sort out the pieces, 

When life puts me in a stew. 

So, I may have a hundred hats, 
That I must wear eacli day, 
But the one that's labeled daughter, 
Helps the others slay on 
straight 



SISTER 



For four long years I had my folks 

Entirely to myself. 
I didn't have to share them 

With anybody else. 

And then one day they said to me 
There's going to be a baby. 

I said "oh boy'* and jumped for joy. 
But inside I said "Maybe". 

So before too long I donned a hat 
Never worn by any mister. 

At the very tender age of four, 
1 became a sister. 

This didn't happen only once. 

For God saw fit, you see, 
To bless me with one brother, 

And with sisters three. 

We've had our share of ups and downs, 
And quarrels along the way 

And if you take on one of us, 
We all are in the (ray. 

For love was never deeper 

Than the loving care we share. 

For though we're many miles apart, 
I know they're always there. 

So to my Dad and Mother, 

I'll thank you to the end, 
^For making me a sister, 

And giving me such friends. 



PEACE MAKER 



Mom, Susie stole my favorite doll. 

Mom, Johnny pushed me and made me fall 
Mom, Linda, said that I'm too tall. 

Mom, Tommy lost my basketball. 

These little wars rage on and on. 

Sometimes they even start at dawn. 
You just return the ball to brother, 

When sister comes with yet another. 

All day long it's Mom, Mom, Mom, 
From Charlie, Sue and even Tom. 

If it doesn't stop, I'll go insane. 

Do you think that I can change my name? 

Then suddenly it's very still, 

And no one's threatening to kill. 

Their door is shut, it's very quiet, 
I wait for signs of impending riot. 

But when they finally emerge, 

My heart is full, tears on the verge, 

Cause here they come with a great big sign, 
We love you, Mom, be our Valentine 



PSYCHIATRIST 



My name may not be Sigmund Freud, 

Nor is it Dr. Brothers, 
But when it comes to tangled minds, 

111 straighten with the others. 

Sue slowly walks into the house, 
With her head hanging low. 

I know before she's said a word, 
She's had a fight with Joe. 

Tom throws his jacket on the floor, 
And stomps into his room. 

He's flunked another history test, 
For days he'll pout in gloom. 

Dad comes home he's a little late, 
And his smile is upside down; 

My guess would be that once again, 
He's going out of town. 

It doesn't take a college class, 
Or years of reading books, 

To learn what folks are saying, 
By the way they cast their looks. 

It only takes a lot of love, 

To help you find the clues, 
So that you can be the doctor, 

Who helps chase away the blues. 



CHRISTIAN 



Many, many, years ago, 

A man of little fame, 
Died upon a cruel cross, 

So I might wear His name. 

He gave me the greatest gift of all, 

His life upon that tree, 
And all he asks that I return, 

Is one hundred per cent of me. 

You say, "This isn't really fair. 

How can I give my all?" 
It really isn't hard, you see, 

When you hear the Apostle Paul. 

It isn't I who does it, 

It's Christ who lives in me, 
So all I'm really doing, 

Is giving what's given me. 

And if at times it seems too tough, 
To keep op with the race, 

I simply have to close my eyes, 
And think of my heavenly place. 

For you see, Christ hasn't left me, 

To do it all alone, 
He's there to watch and guide men, 
From the right side of the throne. 



MY BASEBALL CAP 



The first game came with little fuss, 

"Your uniform is white, so don't get mussed. 
Just go out there and do your best, 

You're just as good as all the rest." 

Before too long you begin to find , 

That the umpire must be blind. 
My little darling couldn't be out, 

So you begin to yell and shout. 

"Come on, honey, hit that ball. 

Make it in the outfield fail. 
Run like the wind with steady stride, 

And if you have to slide, man, slide." 

You're finally at the season 's end, 
And losses far exceed the wins. 

Just wipe away your slugger's tears, 
And say, "You'll be on top next year." 



WIFE 



It seems like only yesterday, 

I stood beside a boy, 
I myself a little girl, 

Hardly through with toys. 

We promised to be faithful, 

To love and cherish ever, 
To help each other get through life, 

And ne'er this bond to sever. 

Sometimes it seems so long ago, 

At times like yesterday, 
We've learned a lot by what we've shared, 

Upon life's crooked way. 

We've learned just what it means to love 

And what it means to give, 
We've learned to help each other, 

A Christian life to live. 

So to my loving husband, 

With whom I share my life, 
A great big heart felt, "Thank you, 

For making me your wife." 



ROMANCE IN THE AIR 



The kids are all at Grandma's. 

His favorite dinner's in the oven. 
I've just put on his favorite dress, 

Tonight is made for lovin\ 

We began our life together, 

Fifteen years ago today. 
I've grown to love him more and more, 

As we've traveled life's rocky way. 

I wait with anticipation, 

For the car to pull in the drive. 
Where could he be? He's running late. 

Is it only ten after five? 

O, please dear Lord, he can't forget. 

He simply must remember. 
I must relax. This is really dumb. 

I'm as stiff as a piece of timber. 

This really no longer is funny, 

IVe been waiting for hours and hours. 
Well, finally, and he's right on time, 

What a lovely bouquet of flowers. 



This goes in the pile with darks. 

This goes in with whites. 
This goes with the colors, 

And this goes in with lights. 

I've checked out all the pockets, 
To make sure they're not full 

Of rocks and dirt and marbles. 
Or some other little jewel. 

I did the wash just yesterday. 

I always stand amazed, 
At all the clothes that can be soiled, 

In just one little day, 

Sis must have changed a dozen times, 

And Junior six or seven. 
These towels could almost make a stack, 

That reaches clear to heaven. 

ill wash and dry and fold and press, 

Then put them all away, 
So I can start tomorrow morn, 

With another 'laundry day". 

But as I fold my sixteenth shirt 
And hunt for that lost sock, 
I think of lots of mothers, 

Who would love to have my lot. 



Their kids don't change clothes all alone, 
Or kick shoes off in the grass. 

They sit in wheel chairs all day long, 
And watch the world go past 

Oh, thank you, Lord, for dirty clothes, 

Because they are a sign, 
Of healthy, happy children, 

And thank you, that they're mine. 



DAUGHTER-IN-LAW 



The day that I became a wife 

I donned another hat. 
They said it would be hard to wear, 

But I'm not sure of that. 

The jokes they tell are endless, 
When you mention mom-in-Iaw. 

But these folks have never met minel 
In my eyes she's ten feet tall. 

She'll give and give and give some more; 

Sometimes until it hurts. 
My closet rod will testify. 

She'll even give her shirt. 

She's Mama to my husband. 

And Nana to my three; 
But what I think's so special, 

Is that she's friend to me. 



1 finally drifted off to sleep, 

Didn't even check the clock. 
I know it's been at least a month, 
Since the first chicken pox. 

The last one broke out yesterday, 
So at least the end is near. 

If I could just get a little sleep- 
Is that the baby I hear? 

I've bandaged knees and banged elbows, 
And wrapped up mangled fingers. 

I've checked fevers a million times, 
And done surgery on splinters. 

Pve put ice on swollen noses, 
Given aspirin by the ton; 
But my favorite kind of nursing, 
^ls t "Mom, just kiss this one." 



